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away I saw the glow of Baghdad and Hinaidi flaring
in the southern sky, and at about 10.30 p.m. I was
over Hinaidi, having been on the go for over nineteen
hours, which was a good day's work. Afterwards
my wireless operator told me that the smell of burning
rubber was an accumulator which had gone wrong.
Accumulators are not things to be trifled with.

NIGHT   FLIGHT  FROM   L.G.   V TO   HINAIDI   (jUNE,    1926)

Bunny and I left Hinaidi at 6 a.m. and arrived at
L.G. V (180 miles) at 9.5 a.m. As we wanted to
leave Hinaidi with full petrol we had to start in the
cool of the early morning. We cooked breakfast before
the real desert heat set in. Bangers (sausages) and eggs,
and afterwards tinned ham and chai (tea), were our
fare. Then we prepared to sit it out under the planes
till dark. We took with us two big blocks of ice, four
dozen lemonades and one dozen beer. We soon saw
what was going to be our trouble: locusts. The dirty
brutes! For ten hours they gave us no peace. I got
my camp bed rigged underneath one plane, but the
locusts were so thirsty that if you let them settle on you
they bit. I got bitten twice. They were so mad for
anything damp that they actually ate half the sack the
ice was in. Ooch! there were four or five on my pillow
at once. The underneath of the plane, even though in
shadow, got so hot that it was uncomfortable to hold your
hand against. During the hot hours the wind dropped,
and we lay and sweated our hearts out; what little
puffs of wind there were, were like a waft from the in-
fernal regions. From about 2 till 3 p.m. the shade tem-
perature must have risen to about 120 degrees, and
I wilted a bit, but perked up again afterwards. On